WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY
Stone and Kimball . . . are getting out volumes of verse for Mac and Santy [Hugh McCul-loch and George Santayana] and have even approached me with harp and psaltery, though so far I have had grace from God to resist their blandishments. Cambridge is rather good fun this winter. The Browning Club, I hear, still leads a subterranean existence somewhere, but its place in the upper world has been taken by the "Folk-lore Society," an organization much affected by voluptuous young ladies yearning to walk in the cold clear light of science. They are all saturated with sun-myths, and ghosts, trolls, and witches are their daily walk and conversation. My frightened attempts to be statistical have been frowned upon, and I fear I shall not be a success. Mrs. Toy still takes pity on my orphan state, and asks me to see interesting people at her house. Last Friday I bearded a whole den of lions at Mrs. Moulton's — from old Dr. Holmes to Robert Grant and old Trowbridge — to say nothing of an Oxford prof who has dined with Dodo at the Master of Balliol's. Do you have any time for writing? Do not bury your talent in a napkin — even if the napkin stands for domestic bliss and the ground for the goodliness of this
15re of the quality of Harvard, and what is more, conscious of his personal debt to its traditions. senses five doth peer As a fawn from the green windows of a wood."
